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Dont try to fix things that aren't broken 


lf only someone had told Miles that earlier. 


"Your jaw's gonna hurt if you keep grinding your teeth like that.” 


Miles turned his head to the voice that had spoke, sitting on the other side of the bus stop from him. The 
voice was a boy, well not a *boy*, but a teenager at least. He didn't look much older than seventeen Miles 


grinned at the other as he reached into his pocket to pull out his cigarettes. His cheek was throbbing and the 


idea of calming his nerves with nicotine only sounded right. 


"Could | bum one off you?" The child, as far as Miles was concerned, asked. He laughed and looked him straight 


in the eye, shaking his head, 


‘| ain't giving some kid a smoke." He paused to light his cigarette, "Shit habit anyway. You shouldn't start up 
with it." 


The kid kept his stare on Miles for a few more seconds, seeming slightly offended but dropping it quickly to 


ask something else. 
"What's your name?" 


Miles looked at him once again, getting a real look at him. He had longer hair, a little bit past his shoulders. It 
was a nice, deep, chocolate sort of colour. He had big, droopy doe eyes and, honestly, dressed like a slob. His 
denim jacket was ripped around the elbows, and his sweater underneath was even worse. His jeans were 
covered in stains and the bookbag he kept on his lap looked older than him. His shoes looked oddly new 
compared to the rest of his outfit, Miles almost pointed it out but kept it to himself. The kid looked whiter 
than a ghost, but he couldn't tell if it was from lack of sun or if he was scared shitless of something. Maybe 
he's not used to being out so late. 


"Kane." He flashed a cheeky grin, "Miles Kane." 


His made the boy laugh for whatever reason He pushed his hair out of his face and stared up at the night 
sky. It was late, very late, buses weren't running anymore yet there they both sat. At a bus stop littered with 
trash. Miles wanted to ask why he was here so late and mention that its a school night, he should be home in 
bed. Or ask him about why he had bruises on his neck and cheeks. But that wasn't his business, just like his 


cut on his cheek wasn't the boys either, even though Miles knows he saw it. 


"Well, don't be rude. Whats your name." Miles stated more than asked. The boy looked conflicted for a moment 
before stuttering out, 


"0-Oliver." He nodded to himself, "Oliver David." 


Miles stuck his hand out, which isn't something he would normally do, but the more they talked, more scared 
shitless the kid seemed. He hoped it would give him a sense of comfort, if only a little. 


"Nice to meet you Oliver. Mind if | call you Olly? You look like an Olly." 
Oliver smiled and stretched his arm out, shaking Miles hand. His hands were soft except for the very tips of 


his fingers, Miles noticed He also noticed as Olly reached his hand out, his sleeves pulled back slightly only to 


show more recent looking bruises. He wouldn't ask though, again, none of his business. 


"Nice to meet you too, Miles. And Olly's fine, | guess." They let go of each others hands and took their eyes off 
each other for a few moments. Oliver opened his mouth to say something, but apparently decided it wasn't a 


good idea. He did it again. And again. 
"What is it, kid? Spit it out" 


Oliver turned his head towards Miles, but kept his eyes on the ground. He looked like he was about to explode, 
honestly. 


"Do you have someone comin’ to get you? Cos | don't have a ride and l'm hours outta here and no where to 
stay. l-1 mean, you don't gotta let me stay at your place or nothin'-- | mean-- You don't know me, why would 
you?" He let out a nervous laugh, "But | mean--" 


Miles interrupted, 


"Calm down kid, jesus." He rolled his eyes. Shy people get on his nerves. "I don't got a ride, but | live a few 
blocks away. You can stay at my place for the night if you need to." 


"Why are you sittin’ here if you live so close?" 

Miles looked over at Olly with a glare, 

"Cos' | fuckin’ want to, kid” 

Oliver's brows shot up and his face turned a light pink. "I'm sorry! l-l didn't mean to-- I'm sorry." 


Miles rolled his eyes again, standing up. He motioned for Olly to do the same and began making his way down 
the street. He heard a few "Uh-- Um-- Oh-- Okay?"s from the kid and jingling from his back back before he 
caught up next to Miles. 


As they walked, Oliver went on and on about bands (Miles knew and liked many of the bands he talked about, 
but didn't go out of his way to make it known), books and his own band he had with his friends. For a shy kid, 


he sure did ramble a lot about a lot of nonsense. 


They were almost to Miles apartment and he could hear in Olly's voice he was becoming exhausted. This 
thrilled Miles, knowing he won't have to hear this kid go on about nothing and everything for much longer. 
When they arrived, Miles open the door for the younger, telling him to "shush the fuck up, people are sleeping" 
and walk carefully cos the stairs are slippery. 


They walked up a couple flights of stairs and Miles pulled his keys out, unlocked the door with ‘26' on it and 
walked in. Oliver followed closely, his eyes exploring the new space, making note of any possible escape exits he 
could possibly need to make. Only two windows, and the fall wouldn't be pretty. He hoped he could trust Miles, 


because the last thing he needed was a broken leg. 


After feeling a little more settled, he relaxed more and really looked at the apartment. It was actually very 
nice, nicer than what he's used to. It was very modern with a few retro sort of twists and Miles seemed to 
keep his space picked up. Oliver made note to keep his stuff nice and tidy, not wanting to overstay his welcome 
and get kicked out. He pointed to the expensive looking couch, smiling lightly, 

"Is that where l'm sleepin?" 

"No." 

Oliver's smile dropped, he wasn't gonna make him sleep on the floor was he? 

"Oh-" 

"You can sleep in my bed. | don't really sleep much nowadays, I'll probably be up all night." 


Olivers smile found its way back to its face. He hadn't slept in a real bed since-- Well.. Never mind that. 


"You want some tea or somethin’ to eat?" Miles asked from the kitchen area, " I'd order food, but I'm pretty 


certain no one delivers at three in the morning. Got some snacks and shit in the fridge.” 

"Tea sounds good" He said, walking into the kitchen. It wasn't huge, but it wasn't small. Oliver wondered if Miles 
was rich, because he had so many nice things. He was hungry, but he felt almost a bit greedy taking any food. 
He might have to get over it though, he hasn't eaten since yesterday. 


"Dont you have school tomorrow?" Miles asked. He was leaning against the counter, real cool like, staring at 


Olly. He looked almost dazed, Olly, like he hadn't ever seen a kitchen before. This made Miles smirk. 


Oliver pushed some of his hair behind his ear, shaking his head no. He sat on a stool by the bar area, leaving 
his bag on the ground. 


"No, | dont. | don't go to school” 

"Graduated?" 

Another shake no, 

"| dropped out a few months ago. 

Miles was slightly surprised for a moment, but then realized there was no point in that. Kid probably thought 


his band was gonna make it big and he needed to spend more time on the music than his education. Fucking 


stupid kids. 


"Why'd you do that?" The kettle began hissing and Miles took it off the stove, pouring the water into two 


mugs. 


"My dad kicked me outta the house and | didn't have no place to stay, so | got a full time job and didn't have 


no time for school." 
"Why'd he kick you out?" 


He glanced over that Olly who had a conflicted expression painted on his face. Miles almost told him he didn't 
have to answer, but Olly spoke before he could, 


"Cops showed up at the door, tellin’ him and mom about me stealing stuff. They found pot on me too, which 
didn't help." Olly looked up at Miles quickly, "I ain't gonna steal anything from you though. | don't do that stuff 
anymore-- Well, not often anyway. | needed new shoes and | didn't have the money.” 

That explained the nice shoes. 


Miles shrugged, 


"| don't have nothin’ I'd be too broken hearted about losing anyway. ‘Cept maybe my records. Touch my 


records without asking and I'll break your neck, hear me?" 


Olly nodded quickly, his big eyes flashing with a bit of fear. Miles handed him a mug, which made him exatic 


for a second, and took a sip from his own. 

"So why dont you have your own place if you got a job?" 
| got fired a few days ago." 

"Stealing?" 

Olly groaned, 


"| wasn't stealing anything! | was just tryin’ on some clothes after hours and they thought | was tryin to take 
it! | tried explaining that to them, but with my background they wouldn't believe me. | swear!" 


‘Oi, no need to get all defensive, | believe you." Miles set his cup on the counter, walking out of the kitchen 


down a small hallway. "Grab your bag, I'll show you my room. I'll give you some clothes too, you look like a 


fuckin’ rat in that torn up shit" 


Olly followed him once again, thanking him a few times and laughing about something Miles didn't hear. He 


wondered for a second if the kid was mental, but who wouldn't be a little out of their head living like he was? 


Opening the door and turning the light on, he heard Olly gasp. 


"Your bed is huge! Why do you need such a big bed? Ah, for when you bring birds home, huh?" The kid 
laughed at himself, basically pouring himself into the room. He put his bag on the floor next to the mattress, 
took off his boots and threw himself on top of the comforter. He mumbled into the sheets about how soft 
they were. Miles wanted to be annoyed, but he found himself smiling. 


"Yeah, well, glad you like it. 'm gonna grab you some shirts and a jacket or somethin’. Doubt my pants will fit 
you though, so you'll just have to deal with the ones you got.” He opened his closet and walked in, which 
received a "You have a walk-in closet? Oh my godl", from Olly on the bed. 


Miles quickly grabbed a few plain black shirts, and one old Beatles shirt he thought would get a kick outta the 
kid, and a couple old sweaters he hadn't worn in years. He did however spend a few moments debating whether 
or not to actually give this stanger one of his leather jackets, but something told him this definitely won't be 
their last encounter, so he plucked one off a hanger and brought out his selection to Olly. 


He looked to the bed and not seeing the kid, he popped his head out the door looking to see where he ran off 


to. His studio he was almost certain. 


And he was right. Just before he walked in, he stopped, hearing a soft melody coming from Olly's mouth and 
one of his guitars. Miles stood there, listening deeply to the words that were being sung. He was certain he 
hadn't ever heard the song he was playing before, the question came to mind: Was this an original song? If so.. 


Damn. He was good. 
At the end, Miles took it upon himself to waltz in and grab his guitar out of Olly's hands. 


Like my records, don't touch my guitars without asking either." Before Olly could reply, Miles looked him 


straight in the eye, "I wont kill you though, because you're good. Got a nice voice.” 

"Thats a Squier Venus! They stopped makin’ those in 1998! How'd you get one?" He almost kept going on and on 
about the guitar, but Miles words finally found themself in Olly's head, "O-Oh! Uh-- You heard? Uh- Thank 
you.." For the second time that night, Olly's face became a nice shade of pink. 


"I know a lot of people and | make good money, that how. And sure, just don't touch my shit without askin’ 


alright? Now c'mon, | got you some clothes.” 

As Olly went through all the clothes he was given with a big smile on his face, Miles wondered to himself why 
he was being to nice to this kid. Maybe he felt bad? This isn't something he would ever do, yet here he was. 
Maybe there was just something about him that comforted him. 


He was probably just lonely. 


Olly thanked him for the clothes when Miles went to leave the room. Miles gave him a small nod, closing the 


door behind him. Before he could, he heard a quick, 

"Uh-- Wait! Hold on one second! 

He creaked the door open enough to see Olly with a raised eyebrow. 

'Uh- My name isn't Oliver. | just wasn't sure about you and-- | just-- Its Alex. im Alex 
Miles didnt really know what to say, but he nodded and said, 

"Well, nice to meet you Alex. Now go the fuck to sleep 

He heard the kid laugh when he closed the door. Miles smiled to himself 


Alex suited the kid better. 


Author's Notes: 
| wrote this in a few hours so it might not be all too great. Its mostly just a filler chapter, things will 
hopefully really begin happening by the next chapter! 


Miles sat in his small studio, guitar in hand, but he found himself staring at the wall instead of working on his 
album that needed to be finished soon. He wouldn't hear the end of it from his manager if he said "| just need 
a few more days." one more time. His mind was roaming around to thoughts of Oliver-- Well, Alex, as he just 
learned. He seemed like a nice boy, not seeming like one who would get in trouble like he had. But Miles 
supposed that was a good thing, no one would expect a kid who constantly looked like a deer in headlights to be 
carrying drugs or stealing shit. 


The melody Alex had been singing earlier was stuck in Miles head, because it was actually *good*, not because 
it was some catchy pop song with simple words. He wondered if he could strike a deal with the kid to do a song 


or two on his album with him so he could finish the damn thing and be over with it. 


Miles eventually was pulled out of his thoughts to a small knock on the door, he turned to see Alex opening 


the door to a small crack, looking at Miles for a moment before opening it completely, 

"Thought you were sleepin." Miles said, rubbing his eyes. He wished he was sleeping himself more than 
anything, but the stress that's been building up in his chest turned into anxiety quickly, leaving him restless 
for days. His songs have suffered greatly from this. 

| was, but | woke up and couldn't get back to sleep." Alex leaned against the fame of the doorway. Miles saw 
his arms uncovered for the first time, and the kid was battered to hell, deep violet to yellowing bruises 
covered him, including a few cuts. He might have to ask, despite his earlier thoughts of it not being his 
business, what the hell happened. But he'd wait, didn't want to seem like he was prodding. 

"Are you busy?" Alex mumbled tiredly. 

Miles propped his guitar against the wall before standing up, 


"No," He flashed a smile at the kid, "I'm not anymore." 


Alex grinned as well, looking towards the living room, then back at Miles. Miles rolled his eyes, the kid didn't 


even have to ask, 


"Yeah, yeah, you can go through my fucking records." 


The kid let out a high, excited sound and practically skipped down the hallway to Miles shelves of music. Miles 
followed, less excited, knowing that he was going to have to listen to Alex ramble for hours probably. 


And rambled he did. 


Every few seconds Alex would gasp at a record, show it to Miles, yell the name of the band, put it on the 
record player and sing to about half of one song before he found another record and repeated the process. 
Miles found this slightly annoying, but mostly entertaining, because he couldn't remember the last time 
someone had been over at his place and was so amazed with his things. Most people who came over were 
either richer than him, or he worked for them, so there was never any awe at all the work he put into his 


space. Maybe a "nice couch" every now and then was said. 


Miles eyes drifted from Alex to the clock, telling him it was half after five in the morning. He went through 
his mental list of things he needs to do in just a few hours, but knew he wasn't going to because he didn't feel 
like doing a damn thing today. He'll get bitched at by his manager, but he couldn't find it in him to care. He just 
wished he could go on hiatus for a year or two, no Touring, any music he made in that time would be for 
pleasure purposes only, but thats not in his contract. He has two albums before he can be free from the 


record company, 


"You look mad, do you want me to stop?" Miles looked over to Alex who had spoken, he was holding his Let It 
Bleed album in his hands and his eyes were big with worry. Jesus, he looked golden right there, like a saint. 


"No, no. Sorry, just thinking about stupid shit | don't want to do." He sighed, standing up, "You hungry? I'll make 


some food." 


"Yes! I'm starvin'l" Alex stood up and walked with Miles as he went to the kitchen, leaving a good amount of 
records scattered on the floor. Miles rolled his eyes, he guess he'd just pick them up later. "Do you have 
coffee? | haven't had coffee since-- Well, last week, but someone bought it for me and it was really gross. | 


dunno how people drink their coffee black, somethin’ must be wrong with them." 


Miles looked over at him with a raised eyebrow, "| take my coffee black" He could hear Alex sputtering, trying 
to find an apology on his tongue, but Miles laughed slightly and just said, "Probably why | get myself into 
situations | shouldn't be in. Must be the coffee." 


Alex laughed a little, not feeling as bad about it now. He spun around on the stool he was sitting on, leaving the 
world for his thoughts for a few moments before stopping to ask, 


"What'd you do to get that big gash on your face? Was it the coffees fault?" He smiled, but only quickly, not 

wanting to make a joke out of something serious (if it was). Miles sighed, he had a small smirk on his face but 
it was troubled. Alex said something about telling him he didn't have to tell him if he didn't want to, but Miles 
just shrugged. 


"Not that big of a deal. | fell for this girl a while back, but she was already with someone. | couldn't help but 


think of it as a challenge and eventually we started foolin’ around behind her guys back. He walked in on us last 
night and almost kicked the shit out of me, but | just got away with a big ol cut on my," he motioned to his 
face, "gorgeous face." He laughed to himself as he rummaged through his fridge, trying to find something he 
wouldn't have to spend too long cooking. As badly as he didn't want it, he settled on eggs and bacon. Alex 
nodded to himself, a sad look on his face, 


"Well, I'm sorry that happened." 


Hs not that big of a deal, thats just life, y'know? Not like | haven't had the shit beat out of me before." He 
grabbed a pan and put it on the stove that was beginning to heat up. He looked over at Alex, a serious look on 


his face now, "So why are you covered in bruises, kid?" 


Alex sighed, looking down at his feet. He groaned and had a small little fit in his seat, which just cracked Miles 
up, and pushed his hair out of his face. 


"Well, a few weeks ago | tried to sneak back into my parents place so | could get some more of my stuff, cos 
my friend was gonna let me stay with him. And | thought they weren't home, but my dad burst in without 
looking knocked the living shit outta me! When he realized it was me, he just screamed at me to leave. So | didl" 
His face was getting red with anger, or was it embarassment? "And get this, last night | was doin’ my friend a 
favour, the one who was lettin’ me stay with him, so | was delivering this, uh, ‘package’ to someone for him 
and hal No matter how many times | told them, they wouldn't believe | bringing the stuff from their dealer 
and kicked my lights out! When | got back to my friends, he kicked me out for not doin’ the deall" 


Miles felt bad for finding the kid this upset so amusing. He had to actually keep himself from laughing for a 
good amount of the explanation. He chuckled a bit to himself though, starting to put a few strips of bacon into 
the now hot pan. He looked over his shoulder to Alex when he asked, 


"You shouldn't get wrapped up with drugs. Even if you do a deal every now and then, or if its a favour. You 
get caught with hard stuff, you're done." He heard Alex make a sound of agreement. Miles turned slightly, a 
stern look on his face, "You don't *do* any drugs right? Because if you bring any of that into my house l'll 
kick the shit out of you too." 


"You threaten to beat me up a lot" Alex giggled, "No. | dont- | mean, | smoke pot sometimes but | can't really 


afford it right now." 


"Yeah well, everyone smokes pot so I'm not worried about that. Just wanna make sure | don't walk in on you 


shooting up in my bathroom or something." 
Alex smiled, "| swear | won't do any drugs in your bathroom, ever." 
"Good." 


Breakfast went by fast due to the fact both of them were starving. Alex finished minutes before Miles, talking 


about how good it was and how happy he was to have food in his stomach again. Miles just smiled and rolled 
his eyes, he seemed to do that a lot with the kid There was something about him that didn't make Miles hate 


everything as much as he normally did. 


Much to his surprise, Alex did excuse himself for "being rude" and picked up every single one of Miles records, 
putting them all back in the alphabetical order as Miles arranged them in. It took about 20 minutes, but it was 
thoughtful. When he finished, he found himself looking through Miles house, looking at all the small nicknacks 


and books and other things. Miles kept a close eye on him as he played around on one of his acoustics. 


He kept staring him up and down, wondering if he should even ask more about his musical abilities. The boy 
was in a band, but they could be shit for all he knew. But something told him with Alex talents they weren't. 
He wouldn't stay in a group he didn't like the sound of, would he? He did deal drugs from time to time it 
seemed, so his taste could be a bit rougher than Miles figured it was. But he sounds so soft when he plays, 
timid almost, like he doesn't fully realize what he could be. 


Miles knew though, it was practically his job to know, being a musician. He could see it all, Alex on stage under 
bright lights, crowd screaming along to all his words as he sang. He could see a great band, great equipment, 
great clothes. He could also see himself right next to the kid, singing along with him. But that wasn't much fair 
was it? Stealing any of his spotlight? Even if it was just in a daydream, didn't seem right. 


"Hey, Al" He patted the seat next to him on the couch, "C'mere, | wanna chat about somethin.” 


Alex's eyes grew big, bigger than they already were, and slowly glided over to Miles. Sitting down, he looked like 
a little kid who had just got caught doing something he shouldn't of been. He looked guilty. He pushed a small bit 
of his hair behind his ear, Miles took a second to think about how nice he looked when he did that but instantly 
pushed the thought away. 


"Stop lookin’ like you're in trouble, jesus." Miles leaned his guitar against the coffee table in front of them, then 
turned his body to face Alex. "You're good. At singing and playing." 


Alex smiled and gave a small thank you, his cheeks turning pink. Miles cracked a smile, leaning towards him 


slightly, 


"You don't get compliments too often, do you?" Alex shook his head no. "Well, you'll get used to it. | want to 
strike a deal with you." 


"What kind of deal?" Alex didn't seem to know what to make of anything. To be fair, he never seemed to, to 
Miles. 


‘| will let you live in my apartment for a certain period of time if you'll write an album with me." 

Alex looked like he could faint. A good kind of faint though, he could so happy that he could explode into a 
million pieces, and Miles really didn't want to pick up a bunch of Alex-chunks off the walls, so he told him to 
calm the hell down. 


"An album? | can do that! With you? Yes! Definitely yes!” Alex was practically buzzing in his seat, "Could my 
band play on it with us? Oh- That be great! They're good, really good | swear it!" 


"Oil Jesus, | told you to calm down! | haven't talked to my manager about it yet, so it might not even happen. 
I'm gonna try my best to let me do an album with someone who is completely unknown, and that'll be hell 
itself, so | wouldn't get your hopes up about your band." Miles could see how that disappointed Alex, and for 


some reason it pulled on his heart. "Fucksake, you look like you're about to cry, stoppit:” 


"They're my band though! | couldn't just not let them do something this big with me! We're all basically 


brothers!" Those god damn eyes were killing Miles. He groaned, 


"Look it isn't gonna happen. But | could probably pretty easily get you all a record deal, alright? I'm Miles Kane 
for fucks sake." 


"Are you a well known musician then?" Alex asked. Miles stared at him for a few moments. He was serious. Oh. 
"Uh--" He did a small shrug, "Well, yeah! You haven't heard my stuff before?" 
Alex shook his head no. 


Well at least he actually liked him for him. For whatever reason that was. 


Chapter 3 


Author's Notes: 
things are finally starting to happen!! 


It was an accident, really. Miles was just picking up Alex's mess while he was out and he just saw it sitting 
there on the bed If he didn't want someone to read it, he should of put it away. That was Miles thought on it 


at least, and he wasn't always one to stay within morals. 


Alex had been staying with Miles for a week now. His manager, Max, was originally completely against him doing 
an album with some "nobody", as he said. But the second he saw Alex play he changed his mind. Max had a 
private talk with the kid, and Alex was left beaming the rest of the day. When Miles asked what they talked 


about, he just smiled and shrugged mumbling "stuff..". He was such a little shit sometimes. 


The next few days consisted of coming up with melodies and writing. Alex was reluctant with sharing his 
words, agreeing to anything Miles came up with. He found it annoying honestly, he just signed a contract to do 
this album and he was barely giving input or ideas. Miles didn't want to be too hard on him though, the kid was 
probably just stressed and he understood all too well what thats like. 


Alex had left in a hurry this morning, muttering a quick "I'll be back in a few hours", and before Miles could 
ask anything, he ran out the door. He decided not to look into it, not like he was his problem or anything, 
despite the small bit of worry that lingered in the back of his mind. Left with nothing to do Miles figured he 
might as well make himself useful and began picking up his apartment. It was never too messy, except for 
what *used* to be his room. Alex claimed it as his with his things thrown everywhere and locking himself 
inside when he was upset. They bickered often which led to Miles eventually yelling at him to fuck off. Alex 
would hide away until he got hungry, bored or started feeling bad and would quietly walk out into the 


livingroom to apologise to Miles with a small voice and a quick hug. 


When Miles opened the door to "Alex's" room, he groaned. He almost didn't want to clean it, seeming it wasn't 
his mess. But a black leather bound notebook on the sloppily made bed caught his eye. He had seen the kid 
writing in his constantly, figuring it to be a diary, which originally held no curiosity to Miles. But with the way 
Alex had acted this morning he found himself gliding over to the book. He picked it up, in his head telling him it 


was wrong and in invasion of privacy. Alex was an invasion of #his* privacy as far as he was concerned. 
He opened the first page, it was dated from only a couple months ago. 
"June loth 


| feel heartache every day now, which | imagine is normal for a situation like mine. | try telling myself there 
are people who have it much worse than | do, and that | should be at least grateful for what | do have. | feel 


like ve lost everything though, so whats there to be grateful for? Im wishing desperately for something, or 
someone?, beautiful to come along and help me. God, | sound like a pretentious asshole." 


"Because you are a pretentious asshole." Miles whispered to himself, chuckling. He flipped to the last entry, 
hoping to find some clarity. 


"August 4th 


Miles finally slept last night. He fell asleep on the couch around eight and slept until nine forty three, almost 
two hours. | told him this when he woke up and he asked for a cup of a coffee. | told him he should try to 
sleep again, he said "Just get me a fucking coffee." Dick. 

| had a hard time sleep myself. | don't want to do this today. Matt swears it'll go smooth and that if | help he'll 
help me get my guitar back from my parents house. | kind of feel like I'm lying to Miles doing this, after | told 
him | don't do this sorta shit anymore. But this is the last time. It has to be or else I'm fucked, | know if | keep 
doing it I'll get caught again. And the last thing | wanna do is piss Miles off. He's good for me | think. | dont 
want to lose that. 

| think | might have feelings for him--" 


Miles instantly slammed the book shut. He threw the book back on the bed as he stood up and began pacing 
the room. He knew he shouldn't of read it, what did he tell himself? But no, of course he couldn't just keep his 


nose out of someone else's business, that would conflict with his constant need to be a rebellious prick. 


He shouldn't be making a big deal out of this, its just a crush. He didn't even know the kid was gay. Maybe 
bisexual? No! It doesn't matter. He doesn't have feelings for him, he doesn't know that Miles knows he does for 
him. Its fine. Nothings changed. 


Miles sat back on the bed, staring at the wall. He stares at walls a lot when Alex gets on his mind, doesn't he? 
Despite the crush, Miles was worried, whether he liked it or not. Was the kid doing another deal? Was he 
buying drugs? He should of done a background check on the little shit before inviting him to stay in his home. 
He had no clue where Alex was, so its not like he could just show up and get him. He should of let him borrow 
his cellphone. 


He thought about looking through the diary, in hopes of finding something that could help, but he knew he 
shouldn't. He began telling himself not to worry about it, that everything was fine. Alex wasn't his problem. 


Miles left the room, going into the living room to watch TV. He wanted to get his mind off of everything, his 


stress level was becoming way too much to handle more and more each day. 


It was odd now, being alone in his apartment. He was growing to like Alex's constant chattering, or the loud 
noises he made while attempting to cook himself something. Or the humming Miles could hear in his room. 
Miles liked that one especially, it gave him a sense of warmth and comfort. As did Alex's small touches he 
gave him, a hug, his hand touching Miles while handing him something and sometimes just his breath on Miles 
shoulder when he sat too close as he showed him something. It sounds romantic, but it wasn't like that. Miles 


has just been lonely, not really having someone to be close to in a way he'd like. He had Emma before her 
boyfriend found them in bed together, but it was never real with her and he knew it. She never loved him, it 


was just sex, and he accepted that. 


He longed for a real romance, and he knew it. He hadn't had something in so long, so he was finding what he 
could in Alex. He found Alex to be angelic and soft, something he needed for a change. He's innocent, sweet and 
understanding, despite how annoying he was. Miles loved it. He hadn't had a real friend since he was a teenager, 


someone he felt himself completely around. 


But it wasn't a romance he was looking for in him. Miles needed a nice girl who was alright loving an asshole. 
There were very few of those though, which left him where he was now. In an odd situation of fighting 


something his heart wanted, which was just to kiss the hell out of the kid. 
He groaned loudly and laid down on his couch, covering his face with his hands. 
"| don't want to fucking kiss him." He told himself. "I don't need this. | do not need this now!" 


He looked at the clock between two of his fingers, it was three. Alex had been gone for five hours. It felt like 
minutes somehow. 

Miles felt restless yet his eyes began fluttering shut. God he was so tired, any sleep would be a blessing on 
his part. 


He fell asleep quickly, laying on his side hugging a throw pillow. It was the delicate sort of sleep, when you are 
just on the very brink of falling completely but could wake up at the smallest noise. Miles day dreaming 
eventually led into a dream, kissing a beautiful girls neck as she sighed out his name. Her hands were grasping 
to his hair, pulling slightly to lead him to her lips instead. Their lips were just brushing, they stared into each 
others eyes and-- 


"MILES!" The door crashed open and Miles shot up from the couch, spinning his head towards Alex's scream. He 
and some other kid he didn't know shoved themselves through the door and slammed the door shut as quickly 
as possible, locking the door. They were covered in blood coming from an alarming amounts of cuts. Alex's nose 


was gushing and the other kid looked like he had a tooth kicked out of his head. 


"Fuck-- I'm sorry, l'm so sorry but | didn't know where to go and Matt-- Fuck, are you alright mate? How's 

your mouth?" Alex put his hand on his friends, Matt he imagined from the journal entry, shoulder turning him 
towards him. Alex's eyes were already red, sparkling with tears. Miles heart left like it was about to pound out 
of his chest. Matt mumbled something about the pain, putting his hand over his cheek letting out a sharp yelp. 


"Just hold on, Miles has got some painkillers in his bathroom, I'll go get--" 
"What the fuck did you do?" Miles stood up, stomping over to Alex. He knew he should have hunted him down. 


Alex looked at him with the biggest, most melancholy eyes, and it was the saddest thing Miles thought he'd 
ever seen He shouldn't of yelled, but he was angry. Alex had said he was done with these sort of things, and 


now him and his friend are dripping blood onto his floor and are probably in need of stitches. and on Matt's 
part, a lot more painkillers than what he has. 


‘I'm sorry, | needed money and | had to get me guitar back. | wanted to help Matt out with this deal because 
the guys he sold to can be real hard asses. They didn't have the money to pay for it and so Matt told em to 
fuck off and they just-- They almost fuckin’ killed him. They had guns and everything.’ Alex grabbed the top 
of Matt's arm, lightly, and began to guide him to the bathroom. "We managed to run off and drive away, they 
followed us for about an hour, but | think they gave up." 


"Al, if you needed money you could of asked for some." Miles said, shaking his head. This kid was gonna get 
himself killed before they would even begin on the album. Miles stopped for a second in his thoughts, was he 
really going to worry about an album right now? 


He followed the two to the bathroom, he stood in the doorway for the room was too small for them all. 


"You're already letting me stay in your place, eat your food and all this shit for free. | ain't gonna ask money 
from you, Mi." Alex was speaking to Miles, but kept his eyes on Matt the whole time. He had sat him down on 
the edge of the tub and was searching through Miles medicine cabinet. He was quiet for a few minutes after 


handing Matt a bottle of baclofen, whispering to take two. 


"Miles, | need you to cut my shirt off" He forced a small laugh, "Not something | thought I'd be asking you to 


do so soon into our friendship." 

"Why do | need to cut your bloody shirt of? Just take it off” 

"| can't" 

Miles rolled his eyes, 

"Why?" 

‘| got cut really deep, you see that?" Alex moved his jacket to reveal a large cut in his shirt than carried onto 
his skin "I think my adrenaline kicked in because | don't really feel it that much, but | can't lift my shoulder 


without it killing me." 


"That's a lot of blood, Al" Miles was trying his best to stay calm, but this wasn't a very calm situation. "| need 
to get you two to a hospital.” 


"Nol" Alex and Matt both spat out. Alex sighed, "Matt was a warrant out on him, he can't go anywhere where 
the police can find him." 


"Well couldn't we at least get you to a hospital?" This was just perfect. Two criminals in his apartment at the 
same time. Miles thought he'd never have to deal with his sort of shit again, yet here it all was. This had to 


be karma for something. Probably Emma. 


"Uh--" Alex looked at the floor, "I kind of-- | might have a warrant out on me too." 
Miles laughed, and it was the most angry, frustrated laugh Alex had ever heard. 
‘Of course you dol This is just fucking great!" He shook his head, running his hands through his hair. 


"Hey! | said | might, so calm down. I'm not sure if its still even around. It got put up a year ago, but for 


somethin’ small. It might be gone now." 

"Thats not how it works, you fucking twat." 

Alex didn't reply. He stared at his boots for a few moments before speaking. 

"We're gonna clean off real quick, Matt's gonna help bandage me up. Im sorry. | really am." 


Miles shook his head and walked back to the living room. He heard the bathroom door close as he sat on his 


couch. He was in deep, all over again. 


